>Carol had never really understood the phrase ‘beating yourself up’.
>But the teenage girl could not think of a more apt term for what was happening.
>A moment of weakness was all it had taken, and before Carol could stop herself she had her lips locked around the mouth of a bottle of vodka.
>The clear liquor burned her throat and melted her anxieties, replacing them with a thick blanket that dulled her senses.
>But then Carol’s brain, in a final act before it was shut down by the poison, reminded her that the reason she was so nervous in the first place was that Lincoln was coming over again.
>Thus Carol found herself standing in a puddle of vodka, shattered glass and tears. Her hands slapping against her own cheeks as hot tears ran down her face.
>She was so pathetic! No wonder nobody really liked her! Carol was a total loser who would never be able to spend even an hour with a boy without getting drunk off her ass…
>It’s not like she was just going to get over her alcoholism either. Once highschool was over what was she going to do? Drop out of college after one semester and get a shitty retail job to fuel her habit?
>Forget dropping out of college…Lincoln was going to come by any minute now. He wouldn’t even need to see Carol to guess what was going on, the smell of the spilled vodka probably reached the damn street by now…would he tell Lori? Would Lori tell anyone else?
>Her entire life was going to be ruined by the devil in the bottle, and Carol Pringey had nobody to blame but herself as her strikes became harder and harder.

>Lincoln left his bike locked up to the iron-wrought railing leading up to Carol’s front porch. He knocked gently on the thick wooden door, but waiting for several minutes proved fruitless.
>Curiosity had always fueled the boy’s actions, and an exploratory jiggle of the doorknob revealed the front door was unlocked. Lincoln let himself into the house and called out for the person who had invited him over.
>”Carol? Your front door was unlocked! Are you okay?”
>No words responded to his words, but as Lincoln moved deeper into the home…he heard a quiet sobbing.
>Lincoln gasped as he followed the crying into the living room, and came upon Carol Pringey crying her eyes out on the ground, surrounded by blood and shards of glass!
>Lincoln leapt to action, kneeling down and using the back of his hand to swipe away glass so he could get to the teenage girl. 
>”Dun look at me! Go away!” Carol cried out, but Lincoln ignored her words and weak fists against his body as the boy hooked an arm under hers and lead the girl to the couch. Lincoln forced her to lie down and moved the coffee table so her feet could be elevated.
>The boys fears were confirmed as he saw that she had stepped on some glass and was bleeding from the cuts. Carol’s crying was not stopping, and the boy could never accept the sound of a woman in pain.
>”It’s okay, Carol! Let me find you some tweezers and I’ll get you fixed up!” Lincoln tried to reassure the girl as he raced up to the second floor and into the bathroom, he opened every door and shelf he could find until he came across an old satchel full of expired medicines and other toiletries.

>Carol could not stop crying to herself.
>She had never shown such weakness in front of anyone, not even her parents.
>Had her dad come home and seen the mess she had made…he probably would have let her lie there, as punishment.
>Carol’s mom would definitely have helped her daughter, but only after sweeping the glass and clearing the vodka away, as to keep the floors clean.
>Lincoln only had her well-being on his mind at that moment. How could she have ever thought he would betray the trust she was putting in him by ratting out her worst moments to Lori?
>Speaking of the angel, Lincoln slid down the bannister for the sake of getting to Carol that much faster, and slid into position under her feet with a pair of tweezers and a fistful of toilet paper.
>”Okay, I’m really sorry if this hurts…”
>Carol could only whimper pathetically as Lincoln carefully extracted chunks of glass from her foot, with a level of precision he had never really exemplified before.
>The older girl squirmed in pain as the glass was dragged out of her skin, and for all the world a fire was set under her soles.
>Lincoln tried to work through her erratic movements, and slowly the pile of glass grew and grew until the little boy felt like he had gotten every piece large enough to see out.
>Next, he took the toiled paper and wrapped both of Carol’s feet up in the surprisingly soft fabric…why anyone would buy extravagant toilet paper was beyond the poor boy.
>Lincoln turned his attention up to Carol’s face. He wanted to smile and tell her everything was okay now, but he doubted she could really hear him anymore.
>Her face was a red mess, her eyes were puffy and her cheeks were crimson red. It took Lincoln a moment to notice one of her hands was crooking a finger towards her, and Lincoln took the sign to approach.

>He leaned against the couch cushions, but when Carol tried to speak she could only muster a hoarse whisper.
>Lincoln, of his own volition, leaned closer to her face to hear what the girl was saying.
>”…ove you, I love you…”
>The little boys face suddenly blossomed with a red almost deep enough to match Carol’s, before and arm clutched the boy from behind and sent him falling into her face.
>Lincoln had been kissed by girls his own age who were not related to him, and girls older than him that were related to him…but older than him and unrelated to him brought forth a whole new experience. Something so much more forceful and hungry.
>Carol’s lips still tasted of liquor as she sloppily tried to line her mouth up with her little saviours. His own lips lacked a taste as intoxicating as hers, but she could perceive an overwhelming heat radiating from them that warmed her better than any booze.
>Another arm came around the confused boys body, as Carol tried to wrestle Lincoln into the couch next to her.
>This was a mistake, sadly. As Carol tried to turn herself to face the boy as he collided with the furniture, the girl had to break away from kissing him to cry out in anguish as pain erupted from her foot.
>Lincoln’s mind shifted out of lust-addled confusion to concern in a heartbeat, and he was on the floor next to the coffee table inspecting her cuts before Carol could even notice he had abandoned her.
>The boy adjusted the wrappings around Carol’s feet and gingerly palpated the soles. Carol yelped as his tiny hands pressed against the cuts.
>”Carol! Where does it hurt?” Lincoln asked, trying to think of what else he could do for her.
>The only answer he got back was the restarting of Carol’s bawling.

>”Whai-hai are you doing all this for meee?” Carol cried between sniffles.
>Lincoln wasn’t sure how to respond to any of this. All he could do was sit there and listen to the older girls breakdown.
>”You’re so nice…but puhleeaaze! Please tell me you love me!” Carol almost fell off the couch as she leaned towards the boy, pleading for affection from the child.
>Lincoln knew love was a powerful word. He did not know what It felt like, however. What Lincoln did feel was an overwhelming pity for, and an empathic sadness from Carol.
>The boy moved from her feet back to the couch, and helped sit her up before sitting down next to the girl.
>”Carol, I do really like you! I want to help you…” Lincoln’s voice calmed the girl as his arms wrapped around her waist. 
>The drunk teenager’s crying slowed and slowed, until Carol was barely whimpering as she and Lincoln hugged on the couch, slowly rocking back and forth.
>“Please, Lincoln…just tell me you love me.” Carol begged again, desperate to fill a void that she had tried and failed to plug up with booze.
>The boy felt a lump in his throat. Even if he wanted to say those words, Lincoln felt like something was stopping him. Silence filled the room until Carol’s crying began to escalate again.
>”Please, Lincoln! I’ll do anything! I’ll pamper you, I’ll give you anything you ask for and nobody has to know! Just please be my special little boy and let me be your new mommy!”
>It was like Lincoln stuck his head in an oven. A hot flash washed over the boys face as the word ‘mommy’ left Carol’s mouth.
>The boy tried to wriggle out of the older girl’s hug, but Carol only tightened her grip as she continued on.

>”Come on, we both want it…I know you just want some attention.” Carol hissed into Lincoln’s ear as he struggled against her body.
>”It’s all I’m asking for too…you can have me, if I can have you…?”
>Something in Carol’s voice began to scare Lincoln on a deeper level, but what scared him much more blatantly was how one of her hands was snaking it’s way down his waist and slipped under his belt and into his underwear.
>His writhing stopped abruptly as Carol grabbed hold of Lincoln’s childish penis, still limp from the terror of what was going on.
>The boy was shaking but unwilling to continue his attempted escape from the girl, out of fear that she would hurt him.
>That was the last thing on Carol’s mind, however, as her mouth suckled on the boy’s neck while her hand went to work along the boy’s shaft.
>Lincoln’s shaking only grew stronger as the sensation between his legs enveloped him. Carol had never actually done this before, but she got a sick sense of satisfaction out of how small the boy’s dick felt in her hand, even as it became engorged with blood.
>Carol switched from stroking with her fingers, to squeezing the dick with her whole hand. The older girl couldn’t help but laugh at how it jumped every time she relaxed her grip. But soon she moved her mouth up to Lincoln’s ear to continue her assertation of control.
>”Now will you tell me you love me?” Carol asked, punctuating the question with a gentle lick behind the boys ear. The sensation made Lincoln’s hips buck and the girl felt her hand get a little more wet and slimy with some liquid.
>”Ah Lu-luve youhoo….” Lincoln stammered, his mind a mess as his tongue rolled out of his mouth.
>”Mommy loves you too, baby.” Carols words pushed Lincoln farther than any of her actions, and his climax surprised the girl as hot goo exploded inside his underwear.

>Lincoln and Carol were spent, the boy was a panting mess on the couch as Carol scooped the young sperm out of his pants and into her mouth. 
>”Better than vodka…mmm…” Carol savoured the sticky mess in her mouth before swallowing as much as she could. Lincoln was still processing what had been done to him, and could barely think about what to do now.
>His mind barely registered that he was moving, as Carol picked the boy up and carried him up to bed.
>Carol’s mind barely registered the pain shooting up her legs as she stepped on the fresh cuts criss-crossing her feet. Twisted maternal instincts pushed such trivial things aside in favour of focusing on other things.
>Lincoln found himself lying in Carol’s bed yet again, as the teenage girl undid his belt and pulled his pants and underwear off of his legs. His penis was quickly popped into her mouth, and the sensation of her cleaning off the remaining goop woke him up right quick.
>”Momma will be back in a minute…” Carol purred, enjoying the taste of his boyhood as Carol went back downstairs to throw the boys clothes into the washing machine yet again before cleaning up the living room.
>Lincoln took the time alone to process things. What felt sickest about what was happening was how her words were getting to him…specifically one word.
>Specifically one word starting with the letter ‘M’ Lincoln suddenly felt too scared to even think about anymore.
>Carol, meanwhile, crept into her parents bedroom and rifled through her mother’s clothes.
>She knew that mom had more than one set of lingerie, she also knew that the odds of mom noticing them missing were close to null…it’s not like anyone who should have been having sex in this house was actually doing so anymore.
>Carol stripped out of her sweat-and-booze soaked clothes and slipped into a navy blue babydoll. Admiring herself in the full-body mirror next to the dresser.
>It was a bit loose, and the thicker fabric meant to obscure the nipples was a bit too low to actually hide the little pink nubs…but maybe she didn’t want them to be hidden right now.

>Carol left her clothes outside her bedroom door, before psyching herself up for the big entrance.
>The girl actually spent several minutes standing outside the door to her own bedroom, trying desperately just to slow her breathing down.
>Lincoln had been totally drunk the last time this happened and didn’t seem aware of that Halloween night…but he wasn’t going to forget what happened now.
>For better or for worse, Lincoln was never going to forget about Carol Pringey.
>Carol almost knocked on her own bedroom door, before she realized how silly that would be, and opted to simply throw the door open.
>Lincoln’s eyes immediately zeroed in on Carol as the door swung open, and the boy was overwhelmed.
>Every fine detail of her bust was visible underneath the translucent blue fabric, as was a small patch of something between her legs. Carol could only smirk as she sauntered towards her own bed and her own little boy.
>It was clear to her now that she owned Lincoln. Now it was just a matter of Lincoln taking her for his own.
>”It’s not fair of me to just play with you how I want to, baby.” Carol began as she sat on the bed next to Lincoln.
>The boy sat up, his eyes affixed to hers, Carol smiled as she ran a hand through her lovely blonde hair and flipped it away to keep from obscuring her vision of the child.
>”So, now it’s your turn! I’m all yours, Lincoln.” Carol exclaimed as she turned to face him with arms outstretched, waiting for the boy to make a move.

>Lincoln gulped audibly, eliciting an adorable giggle from Carol. 
>His eyes ran up and down her body, unsure of where to even begin. Everything about this woman was new and wonderful and uncharted to him…except…
>Lincoln decided to start where he at least knew something, and leaned forward with his face coming closer and closer to hers.
>Carol took the hint and bent over slightly, closing her eyes and puckering her lips in anticipation.
>She didn’t go all the way, however. Lincoln had to actually do this himself. Which made it all the more surprising to Carol when she felt his lips on hers.
>The boy wasn’t really sure what he was doing. At first he kept his lips closed, until he felt a very subtle prodding from the girls tongue along the seal of his mouth. Experimentally Lincoln let his own mouth open and Carol quickly backed off so he could take the lead again.
>Curiosity drove the boy further and further into the older girls mouth. Carol revelled in the sensation of a foreign object running along her gums while Lincoln was intrigued by a strange burning sensation from the liquor, cut with a weirdly bitter taste in her saliva.
>Carol was trying to avoid being dominant, but could not help wrapping an arm around the boy’s lower back. A gentle squeeze of his butt pulled Lincoln out of the kiss as he yelped from the sensation.
>”Hey! That tickles!” Lincoln complained, but Carols smile kept him smiling as well.
>The girl kept smiling as he took the hint, and one of his own hands snaked around the girl’s waist and under the silken babydoll before resting on the soft flesh of Carol’s ass.
>Lincoln gently applied pressure with his hand, while his eyes stayed locked on Carol’s face. Her reaction was more exhilarating than the squeezing for him.
>What was much more exhilarating was her voice in his ear, melting his mind as she begged.
>”You can do it a little harder.”

>Lincoln’s confidence grew as Carol pushed him to keep testing boundaries. His one hand explored Carol’s behind as another ran along her thigh, teasing the girl by getting closer and closer to running up against her crotch.
>His hands caused Carol to shudder with spasms of pleasure, which Lincoln mistook as her offering her body to him more and more. Lincoln’s misreading of the signs prompted him to latch his mouth onto one of Carol’s nipples through the blue silken fabric.
>Carol screamed aloud as she felt him suck on her breast. The hand on his back shot up to his head, and pushed him harder and harder into her chest.
>The hand on Carol’s ass moved away to steady Lincoln on the bed, which disappointed Carol for a moment before she felt tiny fingers slip between her thighs and brush up against her pubes & labia.
>Carol started moaning and wasn’t able to stop, as her legs spread wider to give the boy more space to explore.
>The boy had no idea where to touch and where to not touch. His hands ran through the coarse hair playfully before moving slightly south and flicking against her clitoris.
>The sensation sent Carol reeling, strength left her and the girl fell backwards onto the bed.
>Lincoln took the chance to continue his exploration of the female form, worming out of her arms and positioning his head between the girls legs so he could get a look at what was going on.
>Vague memories of seeing his sisters naked did not prepare him for this. The wetness and shade of red in her skin was alien to him, as was the smell.
>This was the smell of sex to him now, and a burning desire to know drove his mouth closer to the hot flesh as he put a desire for knowledge to action…what did that liquid taste like?
>Carol pushed the boy closer to his prize, as the boy’s breath tickled her vagina. Carol’s legs snapped back in response to the sensation and pushed Lincoln deeper into her.

>The sensation of the little boys nose bumping up against her sensitive nub was too much for Carol. Only by grabbing a nearby pillow and shoving it over her mouth did the teenage girl stop herself from alerting the entire street to the two lovers escapades. Lincoln found himself utterly fascinated by the reaction, and ran his tongue along the slit in front of him.
>He didn’t get a reaction as strong as before, but when Carol’s hips rocked up into his tongue, he knew he was doing something right. The thin muscle had already found the beginnings of a large opening near the bottom of the wet flower, and dozens of dirty jokes suddenly made sense as he realized what he was supposed to do with the painfully hard member jumping between his legs.
>Carol was left a panting mess as she felt Lincoln’s face disconnect from her needy pussy. Disappointment shifted into wonderful anticipation as she felt him shuffle underneath her, his head coming up beneath her breasts and his hips lining up against hers.
>”Lincoln…please, love me! Do it!” She had meant to beg the boy to keep going, but as the words passed through her clenched teeth they had taken on a more demanding tone. But the boy wasn’t really listening to anything but his own instincts at that point.
>His small penis rubbed around Carol’s labia as the boy tried to line the genitals up, and the sensation of the solid object threatened to send Carol into a climax immediately.
>Unfortunately for both of them, Lincoln was seconds away from deflowering Carol Pringey When both of them heard a door slam downstairs, and a heavy tread stomp through the house.

>All of the blood in both of the young lovers veins turned ice cold. Carol sat up in the bed and shoved Lincoln off it with a hiss.
>”Hide!” Lincoln not only understood, but probably overstated the gravity of the situation he found himself in…but it’s hard to quickly find a hiding spot in an unfamiliar room.
>Lincoln sat on the floor, naked and confused for a few seconds too long, before Carol prodded him with a leg underneath her bed.
>”Carol?! Ey! Carol?! Yoou home?” A man shouted with a slur from downstairs. The voice was unfamiliar to Lincoln but the girl knew it was her father, home early and already drunk.
>”Yeah, I’m in my room dad.” Carol shouted back in response, all the love and emotion she had in her voice for Lincoln was gone. This response was cold and uncaring.
>”Whose bike ish that outside?!” The voice yelled, forcing Carol to think in a pregnant silence.
>The girl saw no way to explain her way out of that question, so Carol’s only hope lay in her fathers signature apathy.
>”…That’s my bike!” Carol shouted aloud, the sheer silliness of the statement baffled the boy under the bed. Lincoln’s bike came up to the young woman’s knee. There was no way anyone would ever believe Carol could use such a small bicycle!
>”Okay, whatever.” Carol’s father responded, before he found somewhere to curl up with his poison of choice. Quiet enveloped the house again, as Carol lay in wait for her father to find some excuse to come barging into her room and expose the tryst.
>But he never came. He didn’t care enough to follow up on her ridiculous lie, nor ask what happened to that bottle of vodka. Carol sat in her bed, all the warmth of love dissipated away and left her lonely & cold.

>Not even a spur of the moment bout of pedophilia could get her dad’s attention. Carol’s view of her father grew even worse as the girl silently sobbed to herself. Lincoln heard the girl crying tears of anguish and slowly made his way out from under the bed.
>Carol’s tears stopped as she felt a soft hand clutch one of her own. Lincoln pulled the girl out of her pit of misery and climbed up on the bed to plant an innocent kiss on her forehead.
>A sob hitched in the girls throat as Lincoln squirmed underneath her arm, and wrapped his arms around Carol’s waist. His forearms rubbed against the soft silk and softer breasts underneath, but the romantic mood of the night had flown out the window.
>Lincoln nuzzled up to the older girl, and the warmth of her body amplified the exhaustion that had grown inside him after all this excitement.
>Carol watched her little boy drift off to sleep. She waited until his little chest rose and fell softly before untangling him from her arm and slipping out of bed to change. The blue babydoll found a home in her closet, and Carol threw on a bath robe so she could move through the house without being stopped for too long.
>She made her way down to the basement and gathered up Lincoln’s clothes. Carol also nabbed the bag full of stuff the boy had bought at the mall yesterday.
>These tacky shirts had been the impetus for this entire night…a part of Carol regretted not buying something for herself at that store, just as a strange reminder of tonight.
>The young woman hustled back up the stairs and into her room. Carol locked the door behind her just in case one of her parents developed an out-of-character desire to interact with her.
>As much as she wanted to slide back into bed with Lincoln and finally know what’s so great about ‘sleeping’ with someone else, Carol first took the time to lay out Lincoln’s clothes so he could dress as quickly as possible whenever he woke up.
>Whatever escape the boy was going to make from the Pingrey house, it would have to be a fast one.
>Once that was done, however, there was no more need to rush. Carol slid out of her bath robe and snuggled up in the nude against Lincoln, the two hot bodies cuddling in the sweat-soaked sheets.